I\u27m Comin\u27 Daddy by Williams, Bryon
The Griot




College of the Holy Cross
Follow this and additional works at: https://crossworks.holycross.edu/griot
Part of the African American Studies Commons, Literature in English, North America, Ethnic
and Cultural Minority Commons, and the Poetry Commons
This Poetry is brought to you for free and open access by CrossWorks. It has been accepted for inclusion in The Griot by an authorized editor of
CrossWorks.
Recommended Citation
Williams, Bryon (1999) "I'm Comin' Daddy," The Griot: Vol. 2 , Article 9.
Available at: https://crossworks.holycross.edu/griot/vol2/iss1/9
I’m Cornin’ Daddy
I’ma fly away one day 
Where ya’ll won’t see me no more.
I’ma fly high one day
Where people don’t spit at me cuz I’m poor.
Bigger gets my grin 
Cuz I can feel the wind 
As I flap up through the air.
Can’t no bill collector get me 
And I’m high so I no longer care.
No more freeze nigga 
■ Or please nigga 
Or phony love people got.
Times is changin’
And people rearrangin’ 
And fake is something I’m not.
So play me a laugh 
Because I learned the math 
I can multiply divide and add.
I put on my wings 
For joy this trip brings 
While I go to meet my dad.
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